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By the Late Mr. P RIO R. 
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bene er in moving Lines the Bard unfolds 
The Solomonian Phraſe, he ſtrikes our Souls ; 
We ſcorn, the while we read the ſolemn Lays, 
The World's Delufion, and the Bubble Praiſe. 


Whene' er he girts with Wreaths the 1iGtor's Brow 
He crowns the Heroe, and the Poet too. > 


pen Chloe's Form, and Emma's Flame he tells, 
Th'infeftious Paſſion ev ry Reader feels. 


4 Each af rent Song does ev'ry Breaſt inſpire, 
Our Hearts are tun d according to his Lyre! 


LONDON, 
Printed for J. BROTHER TON, at the Bible next 


the Fleece Tavern in Cornhill, MDCCxXXVII. 
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Bag ways attended the Wu ori 
* of Mr. Pa fo, Is * 
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am P Performance of that Gent eman J. 


— 1 rx W ba 
But fironger were the Moti ves that 
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induced me to it; 21 lobe it an In- 


Jury 


.” "irs, 


jury A 10 othe 10 if the Dead, . 
and a Wro fung 10 the World, to ſcreen 
from Light any T hing of that immor- 
tal Man's; eſpecially when it was 
in my Power 10 oblige the W wid : 
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'Þ c it proper, on this Occas. 
T5 10 inform the Reader, that the 
e Warks, of Mr. Pazon, 
| pub iſh'd Jome Time ago by Mr. C1, 
are asl. to * . b. 
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and Nature ſo artificially drawn, and 
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this ir genuine, will: firely be dinhted 
| by: "none, unleſs of a very depraved 1 
Tafle. Look on the Thief and Cor- 
delier, and Down- Hall, then think 
if they could be 'awrote by: ſeparate 
Hands. See the Eaſineſs of Thought, 


judge 0 can be am one's but 4 


Priok's. 


Such are the Sentiments of fume 
# 1 W 1 by whoſe 
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Bar brew above a Year in my Hands) 
Bur 200% bis Opportunity to 


T 


= 4 
. * 0 
: 4 F , 
q * . | 
_—_ a 
* £ ” * 
1 
. 4 * & ©. + * N 1 
2174 „ 4 - 6 SwdS . 1 4 4 4 * 
* 5 * 
* 
1 E L * Y TY * 7 . 
. * — * * * E * . - 
iS © 2 - 


D 0 „ N-H 4 L Ts 


= +4 L 1 AP D. 


To the Tune of King Jobn, and. the Abi 
of Canterbury. 1 


ae See Aebi 
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1 Sing not old Jaſon, who travell'd thro' Grete, 
To kiſs the fair Maids, and poſſeſs the rich Fleece} 

Nor ſing I Zneas, who, led by his Mother, 
Got rid of one Wife, and went far for another. 
| Derty Deus, Down, hey derry Drus- 
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Uhle by Name, 0 ade cry d n * 


Bar ** Ker N to ſeq Cities, and Men. 4 
Than rerum to his Farms, and converſe with old PEN. 
ena YANY 
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Hang Humer and Virgil, their Meaning to ſeek, 4 1 

A Man muſt go poke in the Latin, and Greek ; 00 
They who love their om Tongue, we have Nea ſon to hope, 
Have read them tranſlated by Dryden, and Pope. 


But I ſing of Exploits.that have lately been done 


By two Britiſh Heroes, call d Matthew and John; 

And how they rid friendly from fair Londen Town, . 

Tein Refer d aud a Place they call Dam. 
V a 


Now o'er chap nat 665 yournap rightly ape 


How much top: diſcaurs . both in Prudence and Proſe; 
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For before this great Journey was thraughly concerted, - 
Full oßten they met, and as oſten they) parted. 

And thus Matthew aid, Look you * my Friend Jobn; 
1 fairly have travell'd Years thirty and one; 
And tho I fill carry'd my Severeign's Warrants, 
| Tonly have gone upon other Folks Errands. 

5 VII. 


And nos in this Journey of Life I wodtld have '' 

A Place where to bait, twixt the Court and the Grave; 

Where joyful to live, not unwilling to di. 

* Gadzooks, I have juft ſuch a Place in my Eye. 
| vn. 


There are Gardens ſo ſtately, and Arbors ſo thick, 
A Portal of * and à Fabrick of Brick; N 


| Met ad did on ) (Met) 
* Hurd that Mr. M — y often uſes. | | 
=; The 
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ag next Week ſhall be all in your Po- r. , 
Burt the Motey;1Gadtooks” matbbe paid 8 | | 4 \ 
1 1 
1 For Things of this World muſt by Law be made certain, | | 
We both muſt repair to Oliver M——n; Wb 
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For he is a Lawyer of worthy Renown; 

Vil * you to ſee, he muſt fix you at Down. 
65 2 

Quoth Marthew, I know that from Berwick to Dover, 


You have fold all your Premiſſes over and over; 
And now if your Buyers and Sciters agree, 

Lou may oalitor: anos Acres into the Sourh-Sea. 
But a Word to the Purpoſe; to Morrow, dear Friend, 
We'll ſee what to Nighr:'you ſo highly commend; . 

| Andif if with a Garden and Houſe I am bleſt, 

Let the 5 and Cop My $0 with the reſt, 
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XI 

| . Then anſwer d Friend 45, pray get a Calaſh,.. 
That in Sommer may burn, and in Winter may ſplaſh ; 5 
1 love Pirt and Duſt, and tis always my Pleaſure, 


1 Jo take with me much of the Soil that I meaſure... * MN 
i _ 
But Matthew thought better, for Matthew thought right, : © 
And hir'd a Chariot ſo. trim and ſo tight, Wt 
That Extreams both of. Winter and Summer might pals; 


For one Window was Canvas, the other was Glaſs. 
IWR XIV. 5 
Draw up, quoth Friend Matt heu. Pull down, quoth rope 
We ſhall be both hotter and colder anon. 
Thus talking and ſcolding they forward did ſpeed; - - 
| And * Ralpho pac d by, under + Newman the Sweed, beak 
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" The Xame of 8 Horſe, be 
t The Name of 4 Man. 
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ae XV. 
Into an old Inn did this Equipage roll, oe 

Ats Town they call Hodſdew, the Sign of the Bull; 
Near « *Nymph with an Urn divides the Highway, 
And into a Puddle throws Mother of Tea. 
7 


+ Come here my ſweet Landlady, Pray how do you do? 


Where is Sey ſo cleanly, and Prudence, and Sue? 
And where is the Widow, that liv'd here below? - 


And the Hoſtler that ſang about eight Years ago? 


| XVII. 
And where is your Siſter ſo mild and ſo dear? 


| Whoſe Voice to her Maids like a Trumpet was clear. 
By my Trotb, the replies, you grow younger, I think: 


And pray, __ whar Wine does the Gentleman drink ? 


* At Hodſdon, wWheve in the nad is te a of 6 ym rin Water 
out of an Urs, 


+ My. Mey Sek | 


XVIII. 


[7] 
xvi 
Why now let me die, Sir, or hve upon Fruft,  --- | - bid 
If I know to which Queſtion to anſwer you firſt; 
Why Things ſince I aw you moſt ſtrangely are ow © 
The Hoſtler is hang a, and the Widow is marryd: 
XIX. ada) 
And Proc left a Child for che Pariſh to nurſem, 
And Siſley went off with a Gentleman's Purſe ; 
And as to my Siſter, fo mild, and . der, £111 
| She has lain in the Church-Yard fall many a Year)". |... /. 
| | XX. | > 2% 8 ' 
Well, Peace to her Aſhes 3 What Kgnifes Grief? 208 
She roaſted red Veal, and ſhe powder'd lean Beef; 
| Full vicely the knew do cook up a fine Diſh, 3 


For tough were her Pullets, and tender her Fim. 
| XXI. * Ne 
For that Matter, Sir, be Squire, Knight, or Lond. a 
Tu give you whate er a good Inn can afford. 
V . 1 1 
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I ſhould look on my ſelf as unhappily ſped, 
Did I yield to a Siſter, or living or dee. 
Of Mytton a delicate Neck and a Breaft, t., 
Shall ſyim in the Warer in which they were dre 
And becauſe you great Folks are with Rarities VR 
Addle Eggs ſhall be next Courſe, toſt up with rank Bacon 
The Supper was ſerv'd, and the Sheets they were laid, 
And A. yl moſt lovingly whiſper d the Maid: 
; The Maid was ſhe handſome? why, truly, ſo, ſo, 
But what M——)y whiſper d 2 never ſhall know. 
Then up roſe theſe 88 as brisk as the Sun, 
And their Horſes like. his were prepared to run. 
Now when in the Morning Matt ask d for the Score; 


John kindly had paid it the Evening before. 
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NV. | 
Their Breakfaſt ſo warm, to be ſure they did eat: 
(A Cuſtom in Travellers mighty diſereet) 2 5 1 


And thus with great Friendſhip, and Glee, pere 
hay find: out the Place you ſhall hear of anon, 
Called hey Down, hey derry Down. 
--XNXVI. 592 02 wie 140 
But what did they talk 9 Morning till Noon? 
Why, of Sword iu the Sun, and the Man in the Moon; 
Of the Czar's gentle Temper, and the Stocks in the City 
Ot the wiſe Men of and the Secret Committee. 
N XXVII. 
8⁰ to Harlow they came, and — Hey, where are ye alle 
Show us into the Parlour; and mind when en: 9%) 24H 


Why your Maids have no Motion, — no Life. 


Well, Maſter, I hear you have bury'd your Wife. 
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* Mr. M—— y ſpeaks, 


1 XXVII. 


110 


XXVII. 

Come this very Inſtant, take Care to provide 
Tea, Sugar, and Toaſt, and a Horſe, and a Guide 
Are the Harriſons here, both the old and the young? 
And where ſtands fair * —— The Delight of my 

| (Songs 
XXIX. 
Oh! Sir, to the Grief of my Heart I may ſay, 


* * 


I have bury d Two Wives ſince you travell d this Way; - 
And the Harriſous both may be preſently here; 
And Down ſtands, I think, where it ſtood the laſt Year. 
1 22 XXX. 
Then Joan brought the Tea-Pot, and Caleb the Toaſt, 
: And the Wine was froth'd out by the Hand of our Hoſt; 


But we clear'd our extempore Banquet ſo faſt, 


That the Harri ſans bath were forgot in the Haſte. - 


[ 11 J 


Now bey for Dows-Hall, for the Guide he was got; 

The Chariot was mounted, the Horſes did trot; 

The Guide be did bring us a Dozen Mile round; 

But oh! all in vain; for no Down could be found. 
XXXII. 

Oh thou Popiſh Guide, thou haſt led us aſtray. 

Says be, How the Devil ſhould I know the Ways 

I never yet travell'd this Road in my Life; 

Down lies on the left, I was told by my Wife. 
XXXIII. 

Thy Wife, anſwer' d Matthew, when ſhe went abroad. 
Ne'er told thee of half the By-Ways ſhe had trod?“ 
Perhaps ſne met Friends, and brought Pence to thy 
But thou ſhalt g0 home without! ever a Souſe, if OY L 


C 2 XXXIV. 


T wy 


XXIV. 


Wiat ieh ng M—y? aud hö ett you tnean it? 


Ten We have loſt our Eftate here before we have ſeenit, - 


Have Patience, ſoft 21-5 in Angerireply'd; ; 

To find out our Way, let us ſend off our Guide. 

Oh! here Iſpy Down, caſt your Eye to the Weſt, 

Where a Wind-Mill.ſo ſtately ftands plainly confeſs d. 

On the Weſt, reply d. Matthew, no Wind-Mill I find; 

As well thou may ſt tell me I ſee the Weſt Wind. 

XXXVI. 

i me, M9, the Wind-Mill I ſpy ;-- 

But faithful Achates no Houſe is there nigh. - 

Look. again, days mild — Gadzooks, you are 
qa 

The th ſtands bels. and the Houſe lies behind, 
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XVXXVI Reg, 
Oh! now a low, ruin'd, white Shed I diſcern. 
Until'd, apd unglaz'd, I believe tis a Barn. ca 1 
hen W/ you rave—'Tis a Houſe for a Squire: 
A Juſtice of Peace, or a Knight of our Shire. | 
” XXXVIn. 
A Houſe ſhould be built, or with Brick, or with Stone. 
Why tis Plaiſter, and Lath, and I think that's all one; 
And ſuch as it is, it has ſtood with great Fame, | 
Been called a Hall, and has given its Name 

* N. Down, hey * Down. 
Oh! M—y, Oh! M—, if that be a Hall, 4 
The Fame with the Building will ſuddenly fall. i nA 
With your Friend Jenny G. is abour Building agree 3 


My Buſineſs is Land, and it matters not me. 
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* 
I wiſh you could tell what a Duce your Head ails; 
I ſhow'd you Down-Hall, did you look for Verſailes? 


Then take Houſe, and Farm, as John — will let ye, 
For better for worſe, as I took my Dame 3— try. 
XLI. 
And now, Sir, a Word to the viſe is enough, 
You'll make very little of all your old Stuff; 
And to build at your Age, by my Troth you grow Sink) 3 | 
Are you young and rich, like the Maſter of Mimple. 
* #210 ut 
If you have theſe Whims of Apartments and Gardens, 
| From twice Fifty Acres you'll ne'er ſee Five Farthings. 
And in your's I ſhall find the true Gentleman's Fare, 
Eer you finiſh your Houſe, you'll have ſpent your Eſtate. 
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* My Lord Harley. 


XLII. 


11 
Now let us touch Thumbs, and be Friends e' er we part. 
Here John is my Thumb. —— And here Matt is my 

- 
To Halfted I ſpeed, and you go back to Town. 155 
Thus ends the firſt Part of the Ballad of Dows, 
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